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A Courtly new Song ſhewing how King 
Edward wooed'the fair maid of 


LONDON. 


To the Tune of, Dulcina. 


Air Angel, Pearl of Beauty, 

thou that art my hearts ſols treaſure 
Thou my Dubjeg, art my duty, 
yet J muſt obey thy pleaſare : 

Wihen Love doth (way, 

Kings muff obey, 
And to his Scepter yeilding be: 
} Swet Maiden b2ight, 
Gz2ant my delight, 
And come ſweet Virgin unto me. 


Gallanf Lady let my Love 
ſo much favour oncs obtain; 
That pon wonly my ſait appzove, 


pitkying 0 when J complain: 
Think on the Court, 
\ © What Masks. and Spozt, 
And Pleaſtires new invented be; | 
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Cupidt Garland ſet round 
All theſs are thine, 


Be thou but mine, 
And come ſweet Virgin unto me. 


Art thon not (Fair Love) contented, 
with thoſs offers J do make? | 
Pour Lodz ſhall never be repented, | 
if my pzomiſe you dars take, 
my Bopal wozd 
It will affozd. 
It that thon wilt bat loving be, 
Thon halt be fen 
Like Ef lands Mugen, 
Then come ſweet Virgin unto me. 


— 


Be not reſol ved a Maid to dys, 
Foz where Beautp he doth ſpye, * 
chaſtity is ne're intended, 
Dome Shepheards daughter 
Map chance hersalter, 
Though all her life a Maid to be, 
But Ladies b2zight 
Should lobe delight, 
Then come ſweet Virgin unto me. 


Poii hall purchaſe great renown; 
why Hould you then be lö cr uel, 
Ind upon King Edward frown, 


that 


— 


about with pilded Roſes: 


that eſtems your love a Jewel: 
Oh do but grant 
ULhat J do want, 
Ind fo my gentle ſuit agre, 
Do thou obey 
That J may lap. 
Welcome ſwecet Virgin unto me. 


The fair Maid of Londons Anſwer to King 
Eawards Wanton Love. 
To the (ame Tune. 


Ing Edward know it is in vin 
thus with falt eſt wozds to woe me 
From dignities I will refrain, 
{eff ccnrtly honour do undo me, 
lte to p ane Shore, 
and many mo02ze, 
Who many happy datos did ſc, 
bat the vid dye 
in miſery, 
Then let me ſtill a Vi gin be. 


Hope ok hononr thall net tempt 
me to peld to pour deſite; 
With my eſtate J am content, 
no? dol wich tortiſe yet higher, 
My ſpotleſs fame 
I will maintain. 
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C:pids Garland fet round 
Ind untz heaven bear oy me, 
And (0 tothe end, 
Jam your friend, 
But ſtill a Virgin I will be. 


A Royal Sor g of the redRoſe and the white 
united together by the happy Marriage 
of K: ing Henry the Seventh. and Ellzaberh 
Plant, ginet, Daogbter to Edward the 4th. 
from whom King James (of Famous 
memory) lineally deſcended. 


To the Tune of, The blazing Torch. 


\/ Hen as the Earth did bluſh with 
of Men in Battel latin, (blood 

W hilt York againſt Lancaſter tov, 
then Henry did obtain 

His Kight at laſt, and did beat down 
King Richard in the Field: 

Uho being kill'd did loſe his Crown, * 
but never would he pelld. | 


Then Henry (from the ancient Houſe 
of Lancaſter deſcended) 
Did marry with the Houſe of York, 
and ſo the difference ended; 
Foz York who did the White Roſs glide, 
was with the Red Roſe plighted 2 
nd 
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about with gided Roſ:s, 


And by edis happy Marriage to, 
thefe Koles were United. 


Theſe Royal Roſes buding forth, 
that Henry ſon conſenfen, 

Foz fo advance his Pangkters wozth, 
(which England ne're repented) 

That ths ſhould bs great Scotlands quen 
which Watch the Lo2d bcfrinded, 

So that King 7ames of worth fame, 
ſrom that lame Quan deſcended. | 


Thus all the Wars at laft did ccaſe, 
by this moſt Royal Pair: 

This Land doth now enjoy ſtveet peace, 
by this bztght Lady fair: 

And now ftll in remembzance that 
theſe Roles were canjopned, 

The Roles pet in Kopal Armes, 
are with the Crown combined. 


The famous life and death of the renowned 
Engliſh Gallant Thomas Stukely., who. 
lived in the time of Quren Elizabeth, 
and er did his dayes in a Bartel of three 
Kings in Barbary. 

To the Tune of, Henries going to Ballain, 

N England in the Weft, 

Mhere phœbus fakes his reſt, 
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Cupidt Garland ſet round 
There lnſty Stukely he was bozn. | 
By birth be was a Clothters Bon, 
Deeds of wonder be hath done, 
Ulhich with laſting pzaiſe his name a- 
(dozn: 
Luſty Stukely he was nam'd, 
Ind much honour gain's, 
Fo2 ſo repozts the ſtozp of his life, 
He married with a London Dame, 
Tanghtcr to an Alder man, 
Ind had great ſtoze of treaſure with his 
(wife. 
But hs in riot ſon 
Her po2tion did conſume, 
Whtch ſtruck old Curtis ſo nnto the heart 
Who was his wives own Father, 
That he with age, oz rather, 
With (ozrow did his like depart. 


When he was laid in earth, 
Stukely began his mirth 
His golden Angels then began to fly, 
Be night by night in pleaſure, 
Did melt away his treaſure, 
Ind wiſhed that his loving wife . 
DYC, 
While vice he maintain'd 
His wants af laſt conſtrained 
Him to ſell the Pavements of bis yard, 
UUthich 


Li 
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about with gilded Roſes. 
UWbich with blocks of Tin was lin'd 
Old Curtis left the ſame behtnd, 
But he the ſame did ne're the moze re- 
( gard. 


His wife hereat lamented 
| And was much diſcontenteyd, (cry 
i Wake much ot me dear Husband, ſhs did 
Ile make much moze ſwet-heart of the 
Than any other ſhall, quoth he, 
[is ſell thy cloaths, and ſo from England 
ty. 
So fir he went to Italh. | 
Ind when he came fo Barbary, 
Whereby his dalonr he did ſcon obtain 
The Standard Royal fo2 to tear, 
While in one Field there did appear 
Th:e& Kings their right foz to maintain 


The Dun did ne'rs behold 

I battel fonght mozs bold, (ſtain 
And afterwards bzave Stukely there was 
} Ly thoſe Ita ans of great worth. 

| Which Stukely to the ficld dzew fozth, 
And thus unto himſslf he did complain. 


Was / mad, 02 did Trade, 
Thus to ſæk a Fozratign grave, 
Ind at home abuſe my loving wife, 
S:ukely en the ground now lies 
Like 


'Capids Garland ſet round 
Like fo Mars his Sacrifice, (life, 
And bleding hers muſt end my wzetched 
Inv with this word his b2eath 
was Topped ſon by death: 


His empty body lay npon the ground, þ 


which bukted once. they did make 
a ropal Lomb fo2 Stukelies ſake; | 
| 
| 


Ind fill his noble val our is renown'd. 


A paſtoral Song. or diſcourſe between a 
Gentleman and a Shepherd, concerning 


Love. 
To the Tune of, The Ladies fall. 


© I did walk one dap abzoad, N 
I (py'da Shepherds Swain, = 
Who often ſfopt to gather Flowers, 
and ſ&@m'd to take much pain, 
Ind in his hand a basket round, 
compos'd of Willows ſmall, 
Wherein he put the flowers which were 
of vertnes ſederal. | 


But when J nearer fo bim came, 
IJ asked him (god Father) 
A bat is the reafoa moveth you, 
theſe Flowers fo2 to gather; 
But hs then with a heavy lk, 
did thus to me reply, 


* 
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| {Tholſs Flewers 1 do gather Sir, 
to Curc Lovcs malady. 


| Nay then quoth 1, yon ars decctv'®. 
tik pon do think god Swain, 
By help and vertne of theſe flowers, 

to cure Loves inward pain 
T yerefoze to get thy lwet carts Love 
| goback again and fry. 
, | Foz their is nene but Docoz loge, 
can cure Loves malady. 


Then by the Mats, ths Obe! PHORTY ſald, 
my true Loves name is ons, 
will fo render hill repal⸗ 4 
And fo Her make my mog, 
0 getng back the S bhephcar da Swain, 
with bis Swat heart did lye, 
Thus Dockoꝛ Jone did hilp his mom, 
N and cure Loves malady. 


A new Song of a chaſte Lover. 


— —̃ —ͤ— 


To the Tune of, Away to Tw:vcr. 


V \ Then I did Phillis naked ſp 7, 
I ſhur mine eyes and wo.:14 gt fee 


Thale beantt:s which did naked pe, 
[ was ever a Lover lik: to me,; 


When ſhe her Mantle dtd unkold, 
I ſhut mine eyes and would not ſee. 


Loves flower which then I might behold 
was ever Lover like to me. 


CUhile ſhe bathed in a ſilber ſtream, 
I ſhut mine eyes and would not fee, 


But lay ſtili in a pleaſant daeam, 
was cver Lover like to me. 


Cupias Garland ſet round | | 
: 


And when like Diana ſhe came fo2th 
[ ſhut ming eyes and would rot ſee, 


The Golden frait of p2ecions wozth, 
was ever Lover like to me. 


But when ſhe cloathed had each part, 
I opned then my eyes to ſee, | 

If that I conld but win her heart, 
for that was only lov'd of me. 


A new Sonnet, ſetting forth the miſerable 
and wretched end of Shores Wife, who! 
was ſometime Concubine to Kir.g Edward, 
the Fourth. | 
To the Tune of, I figh and ſob, &c. 
Y Ou that are in your blomtng years 
Wholſs beanty to the wozld appears, 
Come learn by me (who am Shores wife) 

To lead a chaſte and hon:ff life, a 


; about with gilded Roſes, 


nd fo pꝛeſer de your ſpotiels fame, 

off afterwards pou do complatn, 
old/Fo2 when King Edward rai'd this Land 
I could his Koyal Crown command, 
But after hs did chance to bye, 

J was expos'd to miſery. 

And cruelty turn'd ont of doz, 

All men did hate the name of Shore. 


And koz to publiſh my leud ſin, 

2 did do Pennance to begin 

My ſhame, and carryed by command 

1 burning Tapoz in my hand, 

; Thus when that J was once caff down; 
On my hard fate, each one did frown. 


Thus all my joyss did fickle pꝛode, 
Which I did reap by Edwards lobe, 
1 Pꝛinces Paragon J was, 

But now conſtrain'o to beg, Tleſs! 


le] Y was rebiled and called Whoze, 


do Pet patiently their wozds J boze. 
rd 


Foz my accuſing Cenſcience ery'd, 

| That Vice bad ben my ſinful guide, 

Then let yponng Maids t wives beware 

g, And ol their honour have a cars. 

) Leff they come fo a wzetched end, 
It liks to me they do offend, 


WL 
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Croids Garland ſet round 


Song of a Beggar and a King. 
To the I une of, Love will find aut the way. 


| P2ince once there reigned, 
who did much delight, 
who was pw2ly dight, 
Tet Cupid then be crowned 
with Roſes ſo gay, 
Foz his Bow ſo much renowned. 
even Kings muſt obey. 


; 
| 
| 


It happened at his window 
this Beggar he eſpy'o. | 
And from thence to the Gate | 


of his Pallace he hyed, 
its purſe then he caſteth, 

to this Beggar in gray, 
And unto her bs haſteth, 

Love will make Kings obey. 


And then he imbzaced 

the Beggar ſo mean, 
Ind on his Th2one placed 
her like to a Queen, 


While the Mobles attended 

vn their wedding day, 

And thus all things ended, | 
Love will make Kings obey: + 
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A lamentable Sonnet of the fall of the great 
Dutcheſs of Gloceſter, Nie to Duke 
Humphrey, ſnewing how ſhe did Pennanes 
through London ſtreets bare · footed, with 
a Wax Candle in her hind, and how fhe 

was baniſhed into the Iſle of Man, where 

ſhe died. 
To the Tune of, Qucen Dido. 


Ome bither now fair Ladfes all, 
any-baing with you a tear fil'd ext, 
That you ma Wwep to hear the fall, 
of Elionera Dutches high, 
Whom god Duke Humphery made his 
In» after by foul-treaſon dp'd. (bzide, 


Fo2 him they murthered in his lep, 
and being dead they leiz'd his Lands, 
So that the, Dutchels did nothing kep, 
fo2 all was in King Henries hands; 
Thus when that foztuns once-doth frown. 
T he: higheſt are thzown quickly down, |, 


But ſhe that boze a Noble mind, 
to pzaciey witcheraft did intend, (find 
That the Dukes murtherers the might 
and bzing them to a ſhameful end, 
By black inehanting Jets to ſpill, 
Sheir blod did Duke Humphrey . 
n 


Cupidt Garland ſet round 
But when der pꝛattitt once was known, 
and notice ot der pitepoſs given: | 
Then by der puniſhment *twas ſhown, 
ſuch actions do diſpleaſs high Heaven. 
Foz ſhe was domed thzough each ftreet 


To go in Pennance in a ct. 


And to increaſe my geiet and pain, 
J judged was to leave that place 
_ Wihers I had lived befoze in fame, 
and like an Extle in diſgrace; 
Ito ther Iſle of Man was ſent, 
To ſpend my dayes in Bantſhment. 
Full nineteen Pears 1 ſpont in grief, 
and made mine eyes wfth tears te rain 
Pet could my tears peeld no reltef, 
foz alt my (ozrow was in dain. 
Unto the Ille I was afſign's, | 
Till death did eaſe my troubled mind. 


Fo2 after I had here ſuffain*d 
all har dnels that ons might indure, 
Heavans hearing how 1 complain'd, 
ſoms pitty foz me did pzocrire ; 
And ſo an end of grief to make, 
My loul into the tHondins to take. 


| Though in my lite I had offended; 


vet when that death appzoached 12 


| 


| 


; 


* 


| Loft fighs reſound unto the hill 


f 
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| Becauſe 7 cannot wooe. 


| Sins can wllh anfe; protels; 


— — ſ —h:, ſ ] 


— - — e 
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Into Chatter hands I then commended 6 
my ſonl tea which be qnce did dt: 

Thus Exile foz my lato affencs 
did labs my ſonl by nenttente. 


A Sonnet. 


Wherein a ben doth ſhow 
His Arten becanſe he cannot wooe: 


To the Tune of, Is [ad and 4112 Weeas. 5 


Ein nen mins eyes your fill; . 
fo; I my @aten pips will bzeak 


becauſe, alaſs I hans not ſpeak; 

let Garlands now 

of Cyp2eſs bongh 
By inward ſqzrow ſew, 
fincs fenvly 1 
foz'tods mutt dye, 


and in ſweet . tes declark 
Pet I alaſs cannot. ep: ; 


Dy lovg to her 1 lun 


theſe Bai 5 
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Cuids Garland ſet troun t 
To whom all pzails its due, 
pet juſtly the, EY SIN | 

deſpiſeth me, 
Becauſe I cannot wooe. 


Sometime J did tins 
unto a (pzeading ſhady trie, 
And think to col my fr, 
with gales that trete bzcathing be; 
the Birds da ſing 
the words do ring. 

And all things pleaſats how. 
pet fondly I. 5 
fo2 love maſt” dps, 

Becauſe I cannot wooe. 


Pet this of her J cravs. | 
that when death cloſgth up my opes 
She would come ts my grave, 
and nat a Shepherds grief deſpiſe, | 
and cn my Herls | 
to wzite this Uerte, 

Here Coridox To true, 
in love did die, 
and here doth lie, | 9 
Becauſe he could not wooe. | 


A ſong of the Lord 1 more, i the fai 


Maid of Dunſmors in Warnick: ſhire wbic 
ma 
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may be a warning to young Maids to 
ſhun the allurements of wanton Gallanys 
Io the Tune of, The Ear! of Eſſexs laft good 
| * Night. 
N Warwick malte there ffands a Down 
and Dunſmore heath men do it call 
| Whers Iſabel ot fuch renown 
foz beautp did excel them all 
2 Shepherds Danghter che was known 
be, and fame abzoad did make report, 
That ſhe was like a Boſe new blown 
aid fit alone fo2 Cupids Court. 
And when young Wigmore heard 5 ſame 
who then in Warwick Caftle lay, 
| To Dunfmore then he fo2th with came, 
| < fo woe this Maid withont velay. 
And found her by a river ſide, 
' ſifting amivit a Meadow gren, 
| But when her beanty once he ey'd, 


4 
. 
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be thonght ſhe might have ben Loves 


e, | (Duen. 
Frech beanfy flourtfht in her cherk, 
| her haſr was like to Amber fair : 
And her behaviour was ſo meh, 
| that Wigmore did to her repitr. 
And weed her in humble wiſe, 
| that he would grant bim but her lobe 
And not his humble fute deſptfe,- 
but that che would of him appꝛode, 
5 2 L 02d 
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Pet do not veſpiſethe Tre 


"Cupids Garland ſet round 


Lozd Wigmore thus dzewn'd in his Luft 
did Litze a Radither appear, 
And bid a ſervant af great truff, 


that to his Caffis he Would hor bear. 


Thus to Lo2d Wigmore the was bzonght 


who fed his fanctes with debight - 


e by fair wozds ſuch means he wienght 


that he got her matden- dead þ night. 


This being done, ſhe did repent, 
that the her ſelf had thus detrayd, 
By granting ef hor. free conſent - 
fo loſe the hononr of a Maid. 
But ere thaw Months wers paſt © gone, 
der growing hams tid then appear, | 
And to Lozd Wigmore foz dis wong. 
the did complain with many atear, 


The fad Complaint of fair Tabel, for the 
loſs of her Maiden honour, at the end 
_ like Reman Liccrece ſhe fler her 
ſel | 

To the ſame Tune. is . | 

D2d Wigmore pitt take en me, | 

+ ſince than hatt obtain'd thy (ute, 


now thou hatt got my Maiden fruit, 
Thon ſpotteſt haſt my Uirgin bed, 


ett pittę take upon pop me, | 
Like | 


7 
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Like withered Role, J hang Py bear, 
Lord Wigmore, this is long of thre. 


Me crime nnfo the woz!d is moto, 
my wantehneſs is now d 9 

My name fo all is hatefnl gro 

wich J dad thy lode deny'd. 


| A knolo alals, when I do dte, 


my body in lead ſhall ſhzowded ber, 


| But what can cover my infamny ; 


Lord Wigmore, this is long of thee. 


| Beſpotfed with Yep2vichfal came 


I crave my juſt deſer ved dom: 


That death may fre me from nll blame 


and cut me off even in ide bloom. 

J number no the tedious Hours, 
lifs is unpleaſant unto me: 

Let me then dte you heavenly Powers. 
Lord Wigmore, this is long of thee, 


And when I die, let me be la(d 
in tareſeſs manner ints'the meuld: 
Unplittted of each tpotlels Maid. 
who to biſgrace my felt have ſold. 
Let ne'rea Bell ring fozth my Knell, 
ſo: Il am that unhappy ſhæ, 
Tbat by the fair inticements fell, 
Lord: IVigmore, this is long of the. 


When 


Capide "PEE ſet round 


When the this woſal! maan had made, 
a knife. the ſnatched from her ſive: 


Where Lucreces part ſhe plainly platy 


and wtth the ſame ſhe did devide 
Het ſoul from her fair bavies frame, 
which parfing, it vidſem that the 
With her laſt. bow, did thus complain, 
Lord Wigmore, this ts long of thee. 


The ſtory. of Ill. - May day, briefly 
expreſſed. 


To the Tune of, The Ladies Fall. 


F you the reaſon of the Name 

of III. Afay-day wonld know: 

Pon ſhall, then n the lame | 
as here 7 will it ſhow. 

Foz when King H nry Retgned hers, 
the Eight of that ſame Name : 

The rangers as it did appear, 
by Pꝛentices were flain. 

They making ſhaw. that their intent 
was but ta goa Dapliig : 

Their face: they on the ſtrangers bent, 

; and them ther fell aflaytng. | 


hele rangers did come fozth of Spain 


And 


and did ſet up their Trade; 


about with gilded Roſes. 
: And ſe did make a patvats gain, 

d |} which Zogiiſh-men had much diſmatd, 
The Pꝛentices then on May Eve, 

did fo a ſuddkti tumalt 34 
But yet they made the Mapoz belæde 
in, that they a Aaying meant ta g. 


But ſach a May · game thry did make 
| tho like whoreof 'was never known, 
Foz all ths Strangers they did taks, 
and kil'd of them fuil many a ons, - 
Ind now it is by Law ozdajn'v, 
that fill on May-daies E rat night. 
The Watch thall in their Irmonr Land 

unruly Ponths ſo to affright. 


ze, 


To his Sweet. heart, wherein he doth ſhow; 

K: 1 why he ſo oft crics Hi, Ho. 

| Y Ou asked me, my dear Stutt- heart, 

Why'J ſigh'd; J will impart 
Abe reaſon of it, and will tow, © 
___! TWhyl ſo often cry, Hi, ho. 
ent, Tye kozmer H ftands foz m heart, 

| Thel is yours wen wꝛongdt my (mark, 
' Thelaft H yonr hatd heart doth ſhow 
2ain! The GO the vowsl is your No. 


Thon blams ms not, fince now pou know 
- Why I ſooften cry, Hi, ho. 0 
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